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Messrs. Hannay and Shirley Brooks, I saw a caricature of myself and writings to the full as ludicrous and faithful as the prize novels of Mr. Punch. Nor was there, had I desired it, any possibility of preventing the reappearance of these performances. Other publishers, besides the Messrs. Appleton, were ready to bring my hidden works to the light. Very many of the other books printed I have not seen since their appearance twelve years ago; and It was with no small feelings of curiosity (remembering under what sad circumstances the tale had been left unfinished) that I bought the incomplete Shabby Genteel Story in a railway-car on my first journey from Boston hither, from a rosy-cheeked little peripatetic book-merchant, who called out Thackeray's Works in such a kind, gay voice as gave me a feeling of friendship and welcome.
There is an opportunity of being either satiric or sentimental. The careless papers written at an early period, and never seen since the printer's boy carried them away, are brought back and laid at the father's door; and he cannot, if he would, forget or disown his own children.
Why were some of the little brats brought out of their obscurity? I own to a feeling of anything but pleasure in reviewing some of these misshapen juvenile creatures, which the publisher has disinterred and resuscitated. There are two performances especially (among the critical and biographical works of the erudite Mr. Yellowplush) which I am very sorry to see reproduced; and I ask pardon of the author of The Caxtons for a lampoon, which I know he himself has forgiven, and which I wish I could recall.
I had never seen that eminent writer but once in pub-